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Author's Notes: 
This came from the May \'OB prompt-generator challenge, with this pairing and the words \'bad boy 
fantasy\". 


"Is this like the time you coated my dick in chocolate sauce and licked it off? No? So, what did you have in 


mind?" A pause. "I'm gonna have to come over and find out, huh? Okay, then" He hung up. 


If you want to play, just look for another note in my dresser. The game starts when you find it. (if you want fo 
stop playing, the word is "cashmere') 


Till read the words again, trying to see if there was anything he missed. There wasn't, but he knew Richard's 
handwriting and could see that the door was ajar with a do not disturb tag attached. He checked over his 
shoulder; no one else was in the hall, so he slipped inside and closed the door behind him. Of course / wanna 


play, but whats the game? 


Folding the note into a square, he tucked it in a pants pocket and looked around the room. He seemed to be 


alone, with only questions and a rising pulse for company. This was ridiculous. 

This was interesting. 

"Honey? Are you here?" 

No response. Well, he did say that itd start after I got into his dresser, so maybe he's just hiding somewhere.. 


Most of the drawers were empty, but the ones that weren't yielded things like lubricant and a pair of fur- 
lined handcuffs (and their keys) among the T-shirts and socks. The other note lay under a mound of briefs: 


Youre a burglar who's just broken into my apartment, looking for anything you can get your hands on. You dont 
care about anything else. If you still want to play, Im closer than you think.. 


So, that was the plan. A grin took over his face; he could play this role--and now he rooted around for the 
keys and handcuffs. He figured that, as a burglar, he could take as long as he wanted if he didn't have a 
"victim" in the way; the keys joined the note in his pants. 

"What the fuck are you doing?" 

Ime to play.. 

He swirled around, seizing one of Richard's wrists and slapping a cuff on it. He felt the struggle, the slaps and 
punches, as he tried to pick the other man up and throw him on the bed; they ended up crashing into one side 
of it instead. The remaining cuff swung around, clipping him in the arm before hitting the mattress, and he 
finally grabbed it. They ended up tumbling onto the bed themselves after that. 

"Motherfucker!" 


Till found both surprise and a leer in Richard's eyes as he looped the other cuff through the headboard. Now 
for the fun part, he noted, attaching it to the other wrist while a body bucked under his thighs. 


A part of him ached to caress his lover, or at least slide the T-shirt up and nuzzle the chest underneath, but 
he was going to play this role--and that seemed to call for taking his time. 


"Whatcha gonna do?" 


He heard both a taunt and a question in the words. "I'm gonna get what | want." He pretended that what he 


wanted was in the dresser, in the bathroom, in the end-table drawers, anywhere but on the bed itself. 


He finally searched under clothes, something he took care of one step at a time; starting with shoes and socks, 


he moved on to open Richard's pants. He found a bulge but ignored it until he'd tugged the denim away. 
"Thought you were goma force yourself on me" 

He answered by stroking through the briefs. "That's not what | want" 

"And that..that's what you're. after?" 


"Yeah. Something like that." He looked up, meeting Richard's gaze with his own. "Looks like someone's enjoying 
himself, by the way." 


"This..wasn't.part of the..plan 
"What was, then?" 
"| was..gonna take you on.oh, that's...” 


The urge to taste, to suck, welled up in him, and he indulged, starting with lips and working his way down. His 
tongue found heat and salt and sweat along the way, then fabric as he ran into the T-shirt. Damn. Then again, 
it wasn't like he couldn't slide it up and out of the way. his fingers roamed around among pectorals and nipples, 


and his mouth followed. 
‘Oh..yeah..don't stop.." 


As if he could, with each taste leaving him wanting more. He wasn't about to stop--not now, not until the 
hunger within was filled, and definitely not while the gasps he heard were floating into his ears and down into 
his pants. His tongue lapped at a nipple, then found more to taste further down. 


‘Lower..oh, baby..lower.." 


It occurred to him to say something, some wisecrack, in response, but that would have involved using his 
mouth--which had more important things to do, like trace in saliva the trail leading down to the bulge he'd 
neglected before. He was here to take what he wanted; talking could wait. 


He tugged at the briefs with his teeth, then gave up and pulled them off, and found his head wrapped in legs. 
His cheek brushed one as he shoved the other aside and searched for something to suck--and he definitely 
had options here, with cock and balls waiting in front of his nose. Instinct took over; he dove in, tasting 
everything he could before settling down to a feast of solid flesh. His hands went on a mission of their own, to 
touch and explore whatever they found, and he found himself swimming in sensation--the water he never 


wanted to rise from, not even at the risk of drowning, no matter what his lungs were telling him. 


Richard's gasping brought to mind the image of a man dying of thirst in the desert. "I'm gonna--oh, goddamn 


it-- fuck, yeah!" Here came a flood on his tongue, something that went down like warm brine as he chased it 


with his own saliva. 


Till felt the ache in his groin, and the need to both strip and find that lubricant he'd seen earlier in the 
dresser. He shed his clothes--how the hell he'd lasted this long while wearing them, he didn't know--and 
hunted for the tube until he found it nestled among the socks, where he'd first seen the handcuffs. 

A voice from the bed, laced with a weary giggle: "Are you done yet, big boy?" 

He turned around. "I'm just getting started" 

"Oh, shit. Now I'm fucked." 

"That's the idea, actually." The tube landed on the bed, and he followed. 

His fingers operated from memory, spreading a cool trickle along his cock and the hole he wanted to be in, 
sliding in to make sure nothing got stuck or hurt too much for either one of them. He followed with just the 
head at first, then slipped in one bit at a time--despite the force he'd shown, he wasn't about to rush this-- 
until the legs over his shoulders thrust him all the way in. 

"Take me.." 

How could he refuse? 

The grip around his cock got tighter as he rocked back and forth, and he heard screaming--maybe Richard's, 
maybe his own; it no longer mattered whose voice spilled into his ears, as long as he could keep falling into the 
sounds. The yeah, baby flowed into a creek of dont stop, becoming a waterfall that poured into a river of oh 
tuck--oh, fuck--right there--yeah, thats if, and he was losing himself in the flow once again. He wanted nothing 
more than to sink and suffocate, to go down in the water that embraced him, to let his final words be some 


aquatic strain of can't hold back--oh, here it comes--so damn good, honey, yeah, thats it.. 


The words spilled from his lips as he felt the life surge out of him. 


"Baby." 
The word finally registered, once Till figured out where he was--namely, on top of some warm heop. "Huh." 
"Cashmere. | gotta get up." 


"Ah. Fuck" This meant that he had to move, and find the keys--oh, there they are, in my pants--and work a 


tiny piece of metal into locks smaller than his fingernails, which took longer than he wanted to since both his 


brain and body seemed to be made of rubber. 

"Hurry up--l gotta take a leak, babe." 

"m tryin’ to--unlock these things.." He managed to finish the task, slumping back as Richard slid off the bed, 
rubbed his wrists, and headed to the bathroom. 

"Okay, I'm back." 


He felt the warm heap curl up next to him, and wrapped an arm around the body. "Don wanna get up right 


now. 
"| hurt" The heap shifted slightly. 

"Shouldn't have let me get rough, then’ 

"| wanted you to, though. That's why | put the cuffs in the dresser” 


"That's why you put the nofe in the dresser." Thoughts crawled around, stirring between his ears. "Let's face 
it--I needed something to dig around for so | could look like a burglar." 


"So, did you take what you wanted?" 

"What do you think?" 

"| think we should play this game more often.but | wanna be the burglar next time 
"Any other ideas?" 

"Yeah. Let's take a nap for a while. 


You know what? Sleep's probably one of your better ideas right about now, he figured, as he drifted off to 
thoughts of fur-lined handcuffs and burrowing through dresser drawers. 


